CIVILIZATION AND ITS  DISCONTENTS "

which is so astonishing to us does not seem to have
been won laboriously, but rather to have emerged
mysteriously from some hidden source. As a matter
of fact, it was not won in the ordinary way by solid,
scholarly diligence and taxing meditation. Freud's
discoveries are finds. But that expression does not
quite hit the mark. His " finds " matured silently
for so long and at so slow a pace that when, at last,
they " occurred" to their discoverer, they were
practically mature. These cool draughts arose from
a deep well; it was long before they brimmed over
the edge.

After every book of Freud's we are left with the
impression that he sees things as if he were beholding
them for the first time. And there is truth in this,
for Freud frequently contemplated things with such
patient intensity that at last it was as though he
recovered the first vision of them, because he had
seen something profoundly new in them.

This is true of the thoughts in Civilization and Its
Discontents; they seem to have been born the very
day they were written down. Yet they are neither
of to-day nor yesterday. They originated far back,
and were merely reviewed once more yesterday and
to-day. The vision itself is not recent; only the
revision.

We have suggested that in The Future of an
Illusion the author at first intended to survey
civilization in general and then to look in turn at
each of the illusions the evolution of civilization has
engendered. Freud has not followed this intention
in this new book, but he has done something similar.
He has written a fugue on the theme of civilization
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